DISGRACE  ABOUNDING

I hated it and loved it by turns. For years I did not know what
the initials on its bonnet stood for. One day I asked. They meant
The Little Rocket.

From that day on it was The Little Rocket for me. Sometimes,
when it sputtered and hissed and slowed down on a Balkan road
fifty miles from anywhere, I called it a little something else, but
sooner or later, somehow or other, I always managed to get it
moving again, and when I felt it pulling I relented and thought
of it affectionately as my Little Rocket.

If anything is indispensable in this world, a car of some sort is
indispensable to a foreign newspaper correspondent. Without it
he is just a resident of a foreign city, and never gets below the
skin of the country he lives in at all. To get outside the city, to
get to know the people, mean long time-wasting and energy-
consuming journeys by bus or tram or train, and in the end he
gives it up and just jogs to and fro between Unter den Linden and
his fiat in Berlin West.

But if he Has a car he can use every free half-hour to get outside
the city, to explore in an ever-widening circle the countryside
around it, to visit the distant cities and provinces, the hills and
valleys. By that means he can in three months learn more of the
country than in three years without a car.

So, through The Little Rocket, I came to know, not only
Berlin and Vienna and Prague and Budapest, but Germany and
Austria and Czechoslovakia and Hungary. It was the ideal car
for town use, quick as a whippet and almost as small. I* could
rush in where Rolls-Royces hadn't a chance. I saved, I should
think, months of time in the innumerable daily journeys a news-
paper man has to make in a town, from office to legation, from
ministry to coffee house, from dwelling to office.

On longer journeys The Little Rocket was not so good. It
was not made for some of those roads, and I, though I had a
good seat and hands, never had the least idea of what went on
beneath the bonnet of The Little Rocket, I never knew what was
in its mind. I had scraped through my examination for a German
driver's licence because I had learned, parrot-wise, the answers
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